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EDITORIAL 


We applaud the liberationists who seek to 
end discrimination and second-class citizenship 
in our society. Too long have the twin yokes of 
oppression and relegation existed—indeed, 


flourished. 
We feel, too, that black women in this wom- 


en's lib movement deserve special considera- 
tion, inasmuch as their quest for liberation is 
being made because they are black. 

If a black woman is both proud of her heri- 
tage and her body, she is certainly entitled to 
display her feminine charms, and we, the edi- 
tors, feel an obligation to assist her in attaining 
this goal. 

That black is beautiful, and the Negro female 
form worthy of admiration, has never been 
more strikingly obvious than in the graceful 
contours of dark beauties whose anatomy has 
been molded into exquisite form. 

Who would deprive such delightful loveliness 
and beauty from admiring eyes because of bla- 
tant discrimination? 
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Pearl is а pretty pair—of conflicting contrasts. She's two personalities at war with 
eåch other within one delightful body. She's torn between seeking a man, or a career. 


Pearl's A Pretty Pair 


"I like to hang around 

the after-hours nightclubs 
and sing into the wee 
hours of the morning, you 
know?” says Pearl. "All 
the musicians think I’m 
talented and advise me 

to make singing a career, 
but I seem to keep 
getting hung up on some 
dude or other and put 

off developin’ ту 

voice. It's a matter of 
first things first, 

I guess. Like, a girl has 
more important needs 
than success or money!" 


К 
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Despite her conflict between romance and а career, 
however, Pearl intends to take voice lessons in the 
near future. "I'm between men right now,” she says. 


wasa s т Y 


It seemed as И time was momentarily suspended, 
and но one on this earth existed except them. 


BY MARC SHORES 


His lust for luscious Elena * 
drove Norman to а pact * 
that would haunt him forever! 


Tie room was pitch black and it 
melled from incense and sweat. 
Norman knew he was not alone, but 
until his eyes became accustomed to 
the darkne: he would be help- 
1 

“1 come to you ош of a great 
need,” he said, his words breaking 
the hollow emptiness. “1 was told 
that you ... only you ... could 
help me 

A burst of flame suddenly ap- 
peared before him and arched down- 
ward. It was a match that had been 

Now it touched the wick of 8 
candle. That solitary light illum 
nated the darkness and outlined the 
hunched-up figure of a man standi 
before it. е 
“You are white,” һе sai 


voice like the echo from а tomb. 
"Why would you come to Masana?" 

That was his name. Masana . . . he 
who knows. And he was legend. 
Stooped with his years, his hair a 
white shock atop a shriveled face, 
he was a man who could perform 
miracles. Who had performed mira- 
cles. 

Norman tried to meet the eyes 
that studied him, two dark unblink- 
ing coals that reflected the dance of 
the candle's flame. “І come because 
I believe in you," he said, his voice 
breaking as he was touched by a fear. 
He did not know what it was that 
made him fearful, only that he was 
chilled by it. *I believe that you 
can help me." 

“I help my people,” the ancient 
man answered. “Why would I help 
а white man?" 

"I have money. Lots of money. I 
will give you anything ... any- 
thing!" 

The old man studied him for sev- 
eral long heartbeats. When һе 
spoke again, his voice seemed oddly 
tired. "You come to Masana because 
you lust for a black woman. You 
come because you think I can get 
her into your bedroom." 

Norman shuddered. The old 
man's knowledge was unerringly 
accurate. Yet no one but Norman 
had known till this moment what it 
was that he had wanted! 

It was true. Norman did lust for a 
black woman. Her name was Elena, 
and she belonged to another. Yet 
the very sight of her filled Norman 
with an uncontrollable desire. 
Night after night, he had lain in his 
bed, his body drenched with sweat 
as he stared at the ceiling and 
thought of her. His want had become 
all-consuming. Nothing, it seemed, 
mattered save his need for the 
beautiful woman whose chocolate 
breasts both teased and defied him 
without mercy. 

"It is true what you say," he said, 
brushing the back of his hand across 
his fast-perspiring forehead. “I do 
lust for a black woman. Her name 
is Elena. She is married. Yet I can- 
not help myself. I am weak and it is 
a weakness of the flesh. Never- 
theless, 1 must possess her. If only 
once. I must. I must!” 

He waited for Masana to give 
reply, and after several seconds had 
gone by without answer, he contin- 


ued. “1 have often heard of the great 
Masana. І have lived on these is- 
lands from birth. I have heard many 
tales of the supernatural, tales of 
things you have done that no living 
man could ever do. Thus it is that I 
come to you. For without that 
woman, | will surely perish. You 
must help me. I will pay any- 
thing!" 

"Yes, you have said this and I be- 
lieve you," the ancient one replied. 
“I know, too, that this woman also 
thinks of you. She is attracted, but 
she honors her wedding vows. 
Would you have her dishonor both 
herself and her husband just be- 
cause you must needs possess her?" 

Norman swallowed. “Anything,” 
he muttered. "Anything!" 

The ageless one spread his hands 
palms-down on the small wooden 
table before him. His eyes bored 
into Norman, seeming to pierce the 
very core of his being, to leave him 
naked and tiny beneath that unwav- 
ering gaze. Norman could see the 
white head slowly move up and 
down. It was a sign of agreement, 
and his heart leaped with joy. 

"You would possess her regard- 
less of my presence," Masana in- 
toned, his breath making the flame 
of the candle flicker and dance 
hypnotically. *In time, you would 
50 beyond the boundaries of justice, 
50 great is your need. Thus what I 
do is no more than the hastening of 
your destinies. Go! Go to her. She is 
at the beach waiting for you. Go!" 

Norman turned to bolt from the 
room. Hesitating, he turned back. “1 
owe you. How much? As I have 
said, I can pay a very, large amount." 

"You will pay in the fullness of 
our time," Masana answered crypti- 
cally. “You will see me once 
more. Go now. Elena is waiting for 


you! 


Fira with elation, Norman 
ran from the room. His eyes were 
momentarily blinded by the over- 
head sun. Squinting, he rubbed at 
them and shielded them until he 
became accustomed to the bright- 
ness. Then he ran to his car and 
sped toward the beach. 

He knew exactly where he 
should go. The beach stretched for a 
hundred miles in both directions, 
and yet as if touched by a magical 


spell, Norman knew exactly where 
Elena would be. 

She was standing beneath a clump 
of tall palms which clustered a 
hundred feet up from the white 
sandy beach. Her eyes studied the 
azure water. She seemed unaware of 
Norman’s approaching presence 
until he was but a few feet away. 

A shifting breeze caught her raven 
black hair as she turned to look 
upon his face. The long tresses 
swirled across her mouth and clung 
momentarily to her glistening white 
teeth before settling back on her 
bare shoulders. She wore the cus- 
tomary peasant blouse that height- 
ened the lush cleavage of her full 
breasts. Her plain cotton skirt ac- 
centuated the promise of her high 
buttocks and the ecstasy Norman 
knew they were capable of bestow- 
ing. 

He smiled. “Masana said you 
would be here, and so I came as fast 
as I could.” 

For a moment, she said nothing. 
Hugging her skirt against her rump, 
she sat down on the sand. Silently, 
she peered out to sea, and then she 
looked up at Norman and smiled. 
"He is a very wise man, Masana. Не 
knew that I desired you.” : 

Norman quickly sat beside her. 
His heart was pounding so hard it 
seemed he should raise his voice so 
that it would be heard against that 
inner din. “And you ... why were 
you here?” 

She let him take her by the hand. 
"I often come here. It is where I 
like to be when I want to be alone 
with my thoughts.” 

“Then Masana must have seen 
you here. It wasn’t magic, after all.” 

Her look was like that of a 
mother to a child. “Do not be so 
disappointed. It was as you first 
imagined. Masana is as wise as he is 
old.” 

“But it wasn’t magic. He knew 
you would be here and so he sent 
me. At best, it was a fifty-fifty prop- 
osition. Either you would come to 
me or you wouldn’t. No, my sweet, 
beautiful Elena, it wasn’t magic. He 
saw you here and—” 

“He is blind!” she interrupted. 
“Blind? No. He looked into my 
eyes. It seemed as if he saw my very 
soul.” 

“He saw,” she said, nodding sol- 
emnly, “but he is blind. He has 


been without sight from the moment 
of his birth.” 

“Jesus!” Norman muttered. 

Elena pulled his head onto her 
chest and rocked him as if she was 
rocking a baby. “Don't be afraid,” 
she murmured, her breath warm 
against his temple. 

“Tm not afraid,” Norma started. 
«Lo» 

*We are all afraid," she said, in- 
terrupting him again with irrefutable 
logic. “Each to his own. With you, 
it is only because this was your first 
meeting with Masana. We who have 
lived within the scope of his being 
have long since stopped fearing him. 
We have learned of our destinies." 


Norman could feel the swell 
ot her breasts move against his 
cheek. “And you, Elena? What is 
your destiny?” 

Their eyes met. “For now, it is to 
be with you. To be in your arms. To 
feel your naked body against mine!” 

Their mouths closed softly 
against the other, and in that singu- 
lar moment, Norman knew what he 
had only suspected before: His was 
not just a lusting passion for a 
dark-skinned woman. His was a 
love deeper than anything he had 
ever experienced! 

With a groan, he pulled her 
down onto the sand and moved his 
mouth over her throat and the hol- 
lows of her shoulder blades. Elena 
whimpered and dug her nails into 
his arms, wordlessly signaling her 
total submission to his wants. Her 
eyes closed. She ran the tip of her 
tongue over her lips and lay mo- 
tionless. 

Norman thrilled at the sight of 
his white hands moving over her 
brown flesh. Pushing her blouse 
downward to expose her naked 
breasts, he cupped one of the but- 
ter-smooth globes and rubbed its 
darkly hued nipple with his thumb. 
As the rubbery nub grew ri 
covered it with his mouth 
sucked upon it like а hungry child. 

They reached climax together in 
a single mind-boggling flash of un- 
believable ecstasy! Elena cried out 
and threw her legs straight outward. 
Norman moaned and lay motion- 
less between her dark thighs. It 
seemed as if time was momentarily 
suspended, and no one on earth ex- 


isted except them. That solitary 
clump of palms had become а bur- 
ial place for everything that had ex- 
isted before they had consummated 
their desires. It had become love's 
sepulcher! 


L the days and weeks that fol- 
lowed, they met secretly at every 
opportunity. They met most often in 
the mornings and afternoons, rarely 
in the evenings. They met in parked 
cars, on the beach, and, whenever 
possible, in motel rooms. The 
more they were together, the more 
impossible it became for Norman to 
imagine, living without her. Elena 
had become а part of him. His 
thoughts centered on her every mo- 
ment they were apart. 

And yet she would not leave her 
husband! “It is bad enough that I 
have shamed him,” she would say. 
“I could not destroy him because of 
my love for а white man. He is а 
good man. Å kind man. He deserves 
a better fate.” 

Realizing the depth of her con- 
victions, Norman stopped trying to 
persuade her to leave. In the gath- 
ering dusk of an evening not long 
afterward, he paid a second visit to 
Masana. 

“I must have her with me all the 
time,” he said, studying the ancient's 
man face and realizing that he was 
indeed blind. “І love her, Masana. 
I worship her.” 

“It is a selfish love,” the white- 
haired prophet replied. “It is a love 
from which you would take every- 
thing, even the pride of a good man 
who loved her before you even 
knew she existed.” 

ST will not argue morality, old 
man!” Norman snapped impetu- 
ously. “It is because of that man that 
I have come to see you. I want his 
wife. I cannot have her while he 
lives. It would seem my only re- 
course is to see him dead!” 

“And this is what your love for 
Elena has created?” the old man 
asked, his sightless eyes staring into 
the darkness to penetrate Norman's 
momentary lack of respect. "You 
would now wish death for her hus- 
band?” 

Norman nodded, the same strange 
fearfulness beginning to chill him 
as he had been chilled when he had 
first stood naked before this gnarled 


old man. “But I do not expect such 
an act to be performed without cost. 
As I told you before, I am in a posi- 
tion of being able to pay you any- 
thing you would ask.” 

*And Elena?” Masana answered. 
“What price would she pay?” 


Norman shrugged. “Whatever 
price you demand, Masana. I will 
pay it for her.” 


Masana thought for several long 
minutes. When the old man finally 
spoke, it was with a voice unlike 
any Norman had ever before heard. 
“You will have your wish,” he said, 
each syllable echoing after the one 
preceding it, as if the words were 
coming from a source much deeper 
than Masana’s throat. “The man 
will die! But...” And here the 
wizened seer hesitated, wanting 
Norman to understand his every in- 
flection. “But you will pay dearly,” 
he continued. “For you will give to 
Masana all of your wordly goods!” 

Norman swallowed. “All?” 

The white head nodded against 
the darkness behind him. “My peo- 
ple are hungry. The children wear 
rags. The old die without ever once 
having seen the pleasures you take 
for granted every day that you live. 
So you will give them what you 
have promised me, and when you 
have done that, Elena’s husband 
will die!” 

“How can I know you're telling 
me the truth?” Norman asked, 
thinking of all that he must relin- 
quish. 

Masana looked at him over the 
dancing candlelight. “You already 
know!” he intoned. 

The eyes were sightless. Yet 
Norman knew they saw more than 
any others. “ГИ do it tomorrow,” 
he said, once again thinking of 
Elena. 


H: returned at five o'clock the 
following afternoon. Against the 
advice of his attorneys and bankers, 
and amidst the shocked reaction of 
his friends and family—all of 
whom were convinced he had lost 
his mind—he had withdrawn his 
stocks and bonds and savings and in- 
heritance funds, and he had given 
them to a young black attorney who 
handled the affairs for the natives on 
the island. “Distribute this amongst 

(continued on page 55 ) 
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LOTTIE'S MAIN COMPLAINT IS THAT MEN 
СОМСЕМТВАТЕ ON JUST А FEW OF HER ASSETS 
INSTEAD OF WHAT SHE TERMS "THE WHOLE 
LOTTIE.” "FOR INSTANCE, MOST GUYS LOVE 
MY HAIR AND WANT TO RUN THEIR HANDS 


THROUGH IT. WHY? HECK, I THINK I'VE 
GOT A FEW OTHER NICE THINGS TO OFFER!” 


LOTTIE ADMITS THAT SHE SPENDS LOTS OF TIME ۲۴ 
UP HER HAIR WITH A CURLING IRON, BUT SHE DOESN'T SEE WHY 
GUYS DON'T APPRECIATE HER OTHER LOVELY ATTRIBUTES, TOO. 


“IF THE SITUATION DOESN'T CHANGE PRETTY 

SOON,” SAYS LOTTIE, “I'M GONNA PUT MY HAIR 

UP AND START WEARING HATS! AFTER ALL, 

LONG BLACK TRESSES AREN'T MY ONLY TREASURES.” 


THE LURE OF INTERRACIAL SEX 


There was a deafening silence in a Minneapolis audience recently when Michael Lyght, 
a well-built model and ex-football player, stripped down and imitated Burt Reynolds’ 
famous Cosmopolitan magazine pose to promote business in a white suburban nightelub. 


Ву Cathy West 

FEW WHITE WOMEN, AND 
EVEN FEWER WHITE MEN, WILL 
ADMIT THAT WHITE FEMALES 
FEEL A STRONG SEXUAL URGE 
FOR THE NEGRO MALE. 


Tre following nightmare came 
back again and again to a respectable 
white woman. Three or four times a 
week, over a period of several 
years, she awoke trembling, hands 
clinched between her legs. . . . 

I was in а cave.... There was 
still no light, but I knew that there 
were people around me; I could 
feel their presence. When my eyes 
got used to the dark and I could see 
who the people were—they were 
Negroes, a whole lot of them, a 
hundred or more maybe; they were 


all around me, and they were 
naked. 
At first, I always thought the 


naked Negroes wanted to rape me 
one by one. But then it would come 
to me that the black Negroes were 
laughing, were making fun of me, 
were dancing around, pointing at 
me, mocking me. And I would soon 
discover why: it seemed that my 
hands, both of them, were ingrown, 
were actually webbed to the flesh 
of my womb. . . . And then it always 
happened, somehow, in pain and 
agony, I would tear my hands free 
from my womb, and 1 would be 
crying. 

This dream sequence is quoted in 
Calvin C. Hernton's Sex and Rac- 
ism in America. A more explicit 
account of sexual dreams comes 
from the unpublished “admittance 
records" of a state hospital in one of 
the New England states. 

А young white woman arrived at 
the hospital very disturbed not long 
after the birth of her first child, also 
white. She explained to the admit- 
ting officer that she had given birth 
to black twins and that it had 
occurred in the back seat of a 
car. Again and again during her first 
few days at the hospital, nurses and 
attendants heard her murmuring 
about a sexual experience with a 
black man. 

The young woman's husband, 
also white, was spared these de- 
tails. He claimed, however, that his 
wife had been entirely faithful to 
him, and there was no reason he 
knew of for her sickness. 

Few white: women, and even 
fewer white men, will admit that 
white women feel a sexual at- 
traction for Negro men, Hernton 
writes. White people in general say 
that it is the Negro male who is 


attracted to white women. 
Against the backdrop of taboo, of 
lies and stereotypes about the sex- 
uality of Negroes, theoretically the 
black man becomes the most pow- 
erful sex attraction in the life of the 
white woman. And this is largely 
due to the sexual myth that white 
men have made of the Negro. 

The "sexual myth" Hernton is 
talking about is the “superstud 
myth," the notion of the black man 
as sexually more potent and more 
aggressive. 

It matters little whether he ac- 
tually is or is not, Hernton goes on, 
she believes it because her culture 
has taught her to believe it. She 
also fears the Negro sexually be- 
cause her culture has instructed her 
to fear him. Unable to experience 
the Negro in fact, the Negro in fan- 
tasy becomes the center of the white 
woman's sexual life he elevates 
him to the status of a god-phallus; 
she worships, fears, desires, and 
hates him. 

He looks at her and she screams 
"Rape!" He doesn't look at her and 
she screams “Rape!” Thus he be- 
comes another martyr for his cul- 
ture; she, another martyr in hers. 

Hernton writes with vehemence, 
with both exaggeration and seeds of 
truth. He surely exaggerates the 
white woman's attraction for the 
black man, but he knows well that 
this attraction is compounded both 
of fear and excitement, often both 
emotions at the same time. For it i 
the sexual excitement as well as 
agonizing fear that voice themselves 
in the white woman's fantasies as 
well as in her screams of “rape! 


| іп the most prejudiced 
areas of the country, though, white 
women sometimes actively seek out 
black men as sexual partners. 
Hernton points out that the Southern 
white woman is made to feel “ае- 
sexualized.” Set on a pedestal of 
purity, she is called “chaste” even 
after she is a wife and mother. 

In spite of being idolized, she 
lacks self-esteem. It is out of her 
feelings of inferiority, Hernton con- 
tends, that she may turn herself into 
a slut, making direct appeals to 
black men. 

(continued on page 54) 


DATE WITH A SOUL SISTER 


As you might deduce from even a casual glance at Karen’s ample 
charms, her dating schedule is usually full for months to come. 


Кагеп 5 a busy girl all right—so busy in fact 
that she begs about every third fellah she dates to 
stick around her place instead of going out. 


Now that the word has got around that Karen prefers to stay at 
home with her dates every now and then, the fellahs are jockeying for 
position like crazy, trying to anticipate her stay-at-home mood. 
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prosperity, bounty, а time for rejoicing. To males from all walks 
of life, Judy Lee's chest о” plenty гергезет а stunning female harvest 100. 


Says Judy, “Men have always admired my assets “out front” 
І mean, you don't have to be a genius to notice that men 
keep lowering their gazes while they talk to you, right? 
Since I'm a firm believer in maximizing my good points, | 
decided to shorten my hair. Now, | feature a double bill.” 


"TLL MAKE ’EM PAY, BABY!” 


BY ANDREW LYNCHE 


To avenge the death of 
"Baby," the ex-fighter found 
love in a sex bomb’s bed— 
and horror in а junkie's pad. 


I called her Baby almost from 
the first time I met her. I was а mid- 
dleweight then. There were those 
who said I could have been the 
champ. My hands were fast. My feet 
moved like а dancer's, and I could 
punch å hole in a guy if I hit him 
solid. 


“Well,” said Rosemary, “at least 
Т won't get pregnant.” | 


o 


I met her right after 1 fought 
LeRoy Jamison, a lanky black 
fighter who was the number one 
contender. I'd put LeRoy away т 
the third round with a left hook that 
damned near decapitated him. My 
manager threw a shindig for me in 
honor of:the occasion, what with me 
being the »rightful contender and 
all. Jenny came in with her older 
Slster. 

I took one look at her and fell in 
love. She had smooth black skin 
and а full natural. When she 
smiled, every part of me was filled 
with a warmth. I'd never before ex- 


регіспсей. Her name was April 
Jones. 1 just called her Baby. 

After two weeks of seeing each 
other, every day and night follow- 
ing the victory party, she agreed to 
marry me. But оп one condition: 1 
had to quit the ring. 

My manager and friends all 
thought 1 was out of my head when 1 
told them I was quitting, but that 
didn't mean anything to me: I had 
Baby and that was all 14 ever need. 

That's the way И was, too. For 
twenty-one years, Baby and me 
never had any kids. From what the 
doctor said, we never would on ac- 


count of her Fallopian tubes being“ 
all screwed up. That didn't make 
any more difference than me quitting 
the ring had meant. We had each 
other, and for twenty-one years it 
was paradise! 

Then she went into the hospital 
and had part of her guts removed. 
The doctors told me what it was. 
Some kind of a growth on her large 
intestine that would get larger if 
they didn't cut it. She came out of 
the hospital five weeks later. She 
was twenty pounds lighter and her 
eyes were all glassy. 4 

She still hurt like hell, and һе 
had a habit! That's right . . . a habit. 
A morphine habit. Because of the 
pain, the doctors had prescribed reg- 
ular dosages of morphine for her. 
My Baby was hooked. She was a 
stone junkie! E 

I thought she'd get over it. I fig- 
ured my love for her and the love 
she felt for me would help her 
kick that filthy habit, but it didn't. 
Worse still, she started shooting 
up. No longer able to obtain mor- 
phine, the doctors having decided 
she didn't need it anymore, she 
started shooting “horse.” Heroin! I 
didn't know where she was getting 
the crap. For that matter, I wasn't 
that sure she was getting it until it 
was too late. 

I found her sitting on the toilet 
when I came home from work. She 
was slumped back with her head 
resting against the back of it. Her 
dark eyes were closed, like she was 
just taking а пар. А burned Coca- 
Cola cap was on the floor, dropped 
there after she'd melted the stuff 
and sucked it into the syringe. She 
was naked. Small puncture-marks 
were tracked at the inner bend of 
each arm. Тһе goddamned needle 
was still stuck in her vein! 

Dead by overdose, the coroner’s 
statement read. My friends all 
called it a “hot-shot.” 

It didn’t make a damn to me what 
it was called. All that mattered to 
me in the whole world was buried 
two days later. I kept the casket 
closed. 1 didn’t want anyone to see 
Baby’s face the way it was. Better 
that they remember her as she was 
before she'd gone into that god- 
damned hospital and gotten herself 
hooked. 

The sun was shining down on the 

(continued on page 55 ) 
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NATURE BLESSES SOME 
MORE THAN OTHERS, AND 
CARLA SANDERS ISN'T 
THE KIND OF GAL YOU'RE 
LIKELY TO HEAR MUCH 
INGRATITUDE FROM. SAYS 
CARLA: “YEP, | GOT 

"ЕМ ALL RIGHT—HAD "ЕМ 
К EVER SINCE | WAS A 
TEENAGER. AND GUESS 
WHAT? ТНЕУ’ВЕ WORTH 
THEIR WEIGHT IN GOLD!” 
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“WHY SOME FOLKS—ESPECIALLY 
МЕМ--НАУЕ ООМЕ МЕ FAVORS Y0U 
WOULDN'T BELIEVE! AND I 
FIGURE IT'S MOSTLY BECAUSE ОҒ 
MY BIG B00BS! PRECIOUS 
CARGO? YOU ВЕТ YOUR LIFE!” 


“EVERYTIME I HEAR ABOUT SOME GAL 

HAVING HER BREASTS ENLARGED, | GET DOWN 
ON MY KNEES AND GIVE THANKS THAT 

WHAT | GOT IS ALL MINE. WHEN I AIN'T GOT 
NOTHIN’ ELSE TO DO, | SOMETIMES 

JUST STARE IN MY MIRROR AND SAY, ‘WOW!’ ” 


N 


GETS IT ON! 


Greta’s the kind of girl who believes т 
being “ready” when opportunity knocks. For 
instance, she knows her body attracts 

men, but she wants an intellect to match! 


Іп her effort to increase 

her desirability beyond the 
mere physical, she spends 
long hours each day listening 
to classical music and 
reading the literary classics. 
“Rich men usually have 
‘class’ and are educated,” 
she says. “50 I'm gettin’ set 
for some rich dude's action.” 
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Ever since she сап remember, Greta has 
longed for the finer things in life. “Me 

and my girlfriends used to sit around 

all day when l was a girl in Georgia. We 

used to imagine ourselves in mansions, 

on yachts, and dressed up in furs, jewels, 
and like that. Shoot, I just gotta 

become a lady somehow. Think I'll make it?” 


ከጸ... 
جامس‎ лесі 


ч 0 


= SQUL BEAT 


BY LUKE SHANK 


Samantha, of Paris, recently dazzled males with this new 
“knot-on” swim suit at an Isle of Capri fashion festival. 


THE KNOT-ON LOOK 
On the Isle of Capri recently, а black model who 
goes simply by the name of “Samantha” dazzled the en- 
tire group of male observers by presenting them all 
with ... а “knot-on!” If you look closely, you will 


see the reason for the name of this stunning new swim 
suit. The material runs smoothly from the breasts to 
the crotch, where it is gathered іп a knot. 

If the reaction of the male members attending the 
fashion show is any indication, then predictions that the 
“knot-on” will become all the rage in the near future 
do not seem at all far-fetched. 


THE NEW BLACK SEX SYMBOL? 

Keep your eyes open for Lisette Malidor, for she is 
being touted by show biz experts as the most likely 
candidate for the title, “International Sex Symbol.” 
The most interesting fact related to her achieving such a 
title is that she is black. In the past, super-star sex- 
symbols have been exclusively white. But Lisette ap- 
parently has the necessary charisma, along with physi- 
cal beauty, to move up from the Casino de Paree to in- 
ternational prominence. 

According to her personal manager, you will soon 
be barraged with photos of this “incomparably beautiful 
enchantress. Several American magazines are planning 
photo spreads on her.” We can hardly wait, and you 
may be sure we will be featuring her, too! 

Probably the most striking thing about Lisette is her 
size. She is an astonishing 5711”, with big shoulders. “If 
they told you she was a woman’s hurdling champion, 
you would believe it,” says one observer. “She is alive 
and magnetic and manages to achieve unbelievable ac- 
tion with her hips and breasts.” At 25, she still speaks 
French with а strong Martinique accent and is remarka- 
bly humble, since until just recently she was poor and 
working as a manicurist for a Paris hairdresser. 

If she’s everything they claim, we can hardly wait to 
get a glimpse of her! 


THE SIZE OF GUYS 

Well, since the subject is such a universal one, and 
as recurrent as the daily sun, we'll touch on it once 
more! Yes, we're talking about penis size, men. 

Recently, in a national scientific-type sex magazine, 
a Negro fashion model made what we think may be one 
of the most concise and direct statements on this subject. 
Her name was withheld by the publication, but her 
statement was as follows: 

“As a young broad about town, I’m always amazed 
when I meet a dude who worries about his penis being 
too small. I’m speaking about black men and white 
men both. I know that the guy’s attitude and mine, the 


touch of gentle hands and the simple desire to please 
are more important to sex fun than the size of any organ 
— penis, breast or vagina. I prefer а man with talent and 
а willingness to explore to а well-hung dummy or an 
athletic stud. All my girlfriends do, too.” 

Good girl! We concur! 


HURRAH FOR “SOUL FOOD!” 

Dr. Derrick Jeliffe, a professor of public health at 
UCLA, has been conducting extensive research on soul 
food. And this health expert says it's not only good for 
you, but it's perhaps more balanced and nutritious than 
the standard white American diet. 

What with food prices going crazy these days, this 
news is sure to be welcome by blacks and whites alike, 
from coast to coast. Soul food, of course, is that food 
which the black slaves in the South put together from 
whatever they could scrape up. Nowadays it's the food 
those “brothers” pull out of their lunch pails—hog 
jowls, mustard greens, chicken backs, catfish, corn- 
bread, yams, sweet-potato pie, chitlins, grits, ham- 
hocks, barbecued ribs, etc. 

So enjoy yourself on a low-budget diet, folks. For- 
get about yogurt and all those “miracle foods” that ad- 
vertisers claim will make your hair glisten and your 
eyes clear and your teeth firm. Dig into that low-cost 
soul food and enjoy meals that simply taste good! 
Bear in mind, too, that lately it seems that whenever 
somebody unearths the oldest living American he al- 
ways seems to be a black man, a former slave, poor and 
hundreds of years old! 


BLACKS ABROAD 

Rhoda and Yancey Jeffers, a newly-married black 
couple, recently decided to put racial discrimination to 
a unique test while honeymooning in Europe. It seems 
to us, however, that they weren't testing so much the ас- 
ceptance of the Negro as they were standards of wearing 
apparel. 

In any event, according to a Swiss newspaper, Rhoda 
and Yancey checked into the International Hotel in 
Geneva wearing dirty Levi’s—bottoms and jackets—and 
were registered without a hitch. In fact, room service ac- 
cepted their soiled attire for cleaning without com- 
plaint. Remember that Geneva is a city of diplomacy 
and decorum, where striped pants and black frock coats 
are commonplace, but Levi jackets and pants are some- 
thing of a rarity. 

We're not sure just what Rhoda and Yancey were at- 
tempting to prove, but said Rhoda, “We didn’t detect a 
single incident of racial discrimination in Switzerland. 
The cost of cleaning our Levi outfits was a little high, 
though. Room service classified our duds as ‘American 
suits.’ " 

We'd say you were slightly lucky, folks. There are 
many hotels in this country that wouldn't register а 
couple of any color, creed, religion, etc., in such infor- 
mal attire! 


The sex appeal and acting skill of Diahann Carroll were 
most apparent in love scenes from the film, The Split, 


DIAHANN EMERGES! 

The fabulous and lovely Diahann Carroll, who re- 
cently went into a kind of retreat in order to reevaluate 
her life and “come to an understanding with myself,” 
has apparently decided to resume her career full time. 

Although it was rumored for a spell that she was 
suffering from poor health, Diahann assured interview- 
ers in New York City that this was not the case. “It was 
merely an emotional thing,” she said. “I wanted to 
reassess my life.” Welcome back Diahann! We yearn to 
hear your voice and see your face up on that movie 
screen again. Diahann’s immediate plans include a 
nightclub tour. 


TELLS IT LIKE IT IS! 

Isaac Hayes, who won an Academy Award for the 
musical score of Shaft, is а man who speaks frankly 
with а pro-black point of view. There isn't а trace of 
compromise in him, and although many whites disagree 
vehemently with him, most agree that it is refreshing to 
hear views contrary to their own expressed so honestly. 

For instance, Mr. Hayes—the resurrected soul slave 
++. the superstar who moves with consummate genius 
from one musical to another—expressed the following 
view regarding women: “I like all kinds of women, but 
I can't help feeling that the black woman is stronger 
sexually than the white woman. It's her background. 
When blacks were brought to this country, they had 
young, strong men whose job was to mate with the black 
women and produce strong slaves.” 

Of course, many men—both black and white—disa- 
gree, but there you have the most recent statement by а 
man who was reared on а plantation by sharecropper 
grandparents and rose to national prominence through 
hard work, willpower, and sheer guts. өөө 


4‹ 


ELODIES 
IN “EBONY 


“А pretty girl is like a melody," somebody 
once wrote, and if that lyric writer happened 
to see little Ginny West, he'd recognize 

a pair of ‘hit tunes’ right there on her chest! 


"Sometimes it's more than just the size of what а girl 
has to offer,” says Ginny, cavorting around to make her point(s) 
more emphatic. "There's shade and shape to think of, too!” 
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INTERRACIAL SEX (continued from page 21) 


And she gets her way. Should the 
black men refuse to oblige her, she 
has only to threaten him with the 
accusation that he was attacking her. 
The black man is damned if he does 
and damned if he doesn't. 

There are other kinds of white 
women, though, who are drawn to 
the black man's bed. One is the “ar- 
tistic” young woman found in the 
large cities of the North or the West 
Coast. 

Such a girl has rejected bourgeois 
values, social restraints, ordinary 
security. Or so she thinks. In her so- 
cial milieu, black men are as ac- 
cessible as white men. Why does 
she sometimes choose а black man? 

Deep in the psyche of the young, 
misfit white woman, writes Hernton, 
there is a need not for a Negro but а 
nigger. For the nigger is а monster, а 
wish-fulfilling creation of the 
white woman's own deformities. 

Her “deformities” need not be 
physical. Usually they're not. She 
is lonely, she has no sense of be- 
longing. The emptiness she feels 15 
projected onto the black man, or 
rather the stereotype of the black 
man. It is the stereotype—the su- 
perstud, the oppressed savage, the 
simple and primitive creature—not 
the real black man in her arms, 
whom she loves. 


Other white girls go to great 
lengths to “understand,” not only 
the black man, but everything 
black. Many of these are college 
girls, fired up on fine-sounding 
theories of equality. They go to 
Harlem or South Los Angeles to 
live-in social work or teaching jobs. 


They join organizations having 
largely black memberships. 
What's wrong with all this? 


There’s a lot that's right, also a lot 
that's naive, overly idealistic. One 
girl from an eastern women's col- 
lege declared her position in these 
terms: “I cannot be true to myself 
and draw the line at love because of 
skin color.” 

These girls try so hard to pretend 
that differences of skin color aren't 
real! 

“You and I аге just the same.” 

“Whatsamatter, sister, уа blind?” 

No, they don't always take black 
lovers. They may only toy with the 
idea or they may repress it entirely 
but when they do fall for a black 


man, it may be out of the same mar- 
tyrdom that brought them to the 
black neighborhood in the first 
place. 

Some white women, suffering 
from racial guilt, writes Hernton, 
offer themselves to black men as a 
living symbol of atonement for the 
entire system of race prejudice in 
America. As white women, they 
"martyr" themselves to Negroes. 

And martyrdom it is. If marriage 
ensues, it’s his social status that 
prevails, his neighborhood they 
move to, but it’s not always his in- 
come they live on. 

As a schoolteacher said of her 
black husband, “It takes a black 
man to make me feel like a woman 

. as long as he does so, I don’t 
mind supporting him.” 

A lot of these white girls don’t 
stay in the ghetto. They spend their 
youthful rebellion there, venting 
their hostilities against the “system” 
or their stern fathers, only to return 
to the suburbs as, say the wife of a 
liberal white attorney or a doctor 
who spends one day a week at a free 
clinic. The black man she loves 
briefly knows she’s really only 
“slumming.” 

“These chicks are trying to escape 
from what they will inevitably re- 
turn to,” as one astute young black 
leader put it. 


Л ан still another sort of 
white woman who turns up among 
blacks. She's rare, but she's highly 
recognizable. Hernton calls her the 
white-Negro woman. 

She has that “gyrating gait,” that 
bouncing of the shoulders as she 
talks, that slur in the voice, that 
earthy twirl in her pelvis when she 
dances, that Negro-like contempt 
for whites. She is thoroughly aware 
of every injustice committed against 
the Negro, she can sing along with 
Lead Belly, Ray Charles, Billie 
Holiday, Muddy Waters and Ma- 
halia Jackson as well as any 
Negro. Her vocabulary is соп- 
spicuously incomprehensible 10 
white people, for she can speak the 
"ethnic" language. 

Even if you've never seen her, 
you can picture her from Hernton’s 
description, and you can imagine 
what she’s like. Arrogant because 
she’s “in.” Suspicious of white peo- 
ple. Proud of her black lover. 


Yeah, a real bitch. 


ላሬ things һауе changed, 
even in the short time since Hernton 
wrote about white women and black 
men, the length of time it's taken 
for the word “Negro” to have been 
replaced by the word "black.” 

For one thing, the “white-Negro” 
woman, now arouses hostility in 
black people. 

“Be yourself, honey. Let Diana 
Ross do Billy Holiday.” 

And the white-Negro woman's 
caricaturing fades. The woman her- 
self often fades back into the white 
veils she came from, and there she 
entertains her white friends with her 
impersonations. 

For another thing, the do-gooders 
and “artist” types are getting wise to 
what brought them to the black 
man, These girls are working out 
their sexual inhibitions in encoun- 
ter groups. Or they've taken the 
long envied role of “the oppressed” 
upon themselves. “Women are to- 
day’s niggers,” you hear them say, 
and you wonder whether they got 
more kicks with SNCC than with 
NOW: 

“You haven't really come а long 
way, baby. We knew where you 
were headed.” 

And what about the “chaste” 
woman whose feelings of inferiority 
make her “blackmail” the black 
man into sex with her, as she threat- 
ens to yell “Rape!” She may still 
get away with it, but not as easily as 
she used to. 

“First Гт gonna give you some- 
thin’ to scream about, white girl.” 

Afterwards, she may choose to 
scream or not to scream. 

But those strange dreams of black 
men who never lived on this earth 
continue in the minds of white 
women who confine the black man 
to fantasy. This 15 far from harmless, 
though, the way many other erotic 
fantasies are. Fantasies that build on 
fear and dread are time bombs that 
may explode any time, destroying 
their creator's sanity. 

The insanity that follows, 
though, isn’t just the white woman’s 
disease. It’s part of the insanity of a 
whole culture whose myths are re- 
mote from reality. Men and women, 
blacks and whites, everybody suf- 
fers from these misplaced myths. 

өөө 


А ВАСЕ РОК BLACK LOVE 
(continued from page 13) 


your people,” he had said. “I do 
this because of Masana.” 

“It is done then?” Masana asked 
when Norman was again standing be- 
fore him. 

Norman knew that it was a ques- 
tion which needed no answer. By 
then, everyone on the island was 
talking about his madness. “You 
will keep your end of the bargain?” 
he asked. 

Massana nodded. “Even now, it is 
as you asked, The man whose wife 
you covet is dead!” 

Gladdened beyond reply, Nor- 
man whirled and ran out of the 
room. Quickly he sped toward 
Elena’s house. She would be there 
waiting for him. In her grief at the 
loss of her husband, she would 
need his presence. 

She lived in a wood-framed shack 
at the edge of the native’s section of 
the city. As Norman approached it, 
he saw the smoke. When he reached 
where it once had been, he saw that 
it had burned to the ground! 

His breath was stopped in his 
throat as he jumped out of his car 
and ran toward a trio of firemen who 
were still playing a stream of water 
over the smoking ruins. “Wha ... 
what happened?” he asked. 

“Christ! You blind?” answered 
one of the men. “What's it look 
like? This shack caught fire. We got 
here too late.” 

“Was anybody hurt?” Norman 
asked, looking into the ruins. 

The fireman nodded. “Yeah. The 
meat wagon just took both of "em to 
the morgue. Guy and his wife . 
neither one had a chance. Poor dev- 
ils. They were just a couple of cin- 
ders by the time we got here!” 

“No!” Norman screamed. “Мо!” 

And Elena? Masana had asked. 
What price would she pay? 

Norman’s legs buckled and he 
dropped to his knees. “Oh, my 
God!” he cried, the horrible reality 
of what he had wished upon his be- 
loved suddenly overwhelming him. 

Oblivious to those around him, 
he stared at the smoking remains of 
the shack. Once, not so long ago, he 
had thought about the clump of 
palms at the beach and he had imag- 
ined them to be love’s sepulcher. 
He had been wrong. This before him 
was the burial place. The se- 
pulcher. 

Slumping, he began to cry! eee 


“I'LL MAKE "ЕМ PAY!” 
(continued from page 35) 


small group of us that were clus- 
tered around the casket as it was 
lowered into the ground. 1 think 
heaven was all smiles and warmth 
that day, knowing as it did that it was 
getting another angel. The tears I 
shed weren't for my Baby, they were 
for me! 


18: was only опе person 1 
knew that could help me do what I 
had to do after that. Her name was 
Rosemary Johnson. Rosemary was 
one of Baby's friends. She was also 
acquainted with just about every 
junkie and pusher in town. 

Га made myself a promise as 1 
had walked away from the hole 
we'd buried Baby in. No matter 
what, I would find out who had 
been feeding her habit. Because ... 
whoever he was ... he was the one 
who'd given her the hot-shot. He 
was the one who had killed her, 
and he was going to pay for that. He 
was going to pay like no one ever 
paid before him! 

Rosemary was working as a cock- 
tail waitress in one of those top- 
less-bottomless places that started 
out like a bomb and have started 
dying out now that most of us have 
grown bored by them. I mean, who 
wants to go watch a woman dance 
naked when he knows damn good 
and well she ain’t gonna be with 
him when she’s finished? 

“Hey, Benjy!” Rosemary greeted, 
hustling right over to me the minute 
she saw me. “What's happening?” 

“Just doing what has to be done 
and not much else,” I answered. 
“Sit down, Let’s have a beer.” 

*T'm not supposed to fraternize 
with the customers,” she said. “Oth- 
erwise, I'd love to.” 

“Well, then why don’t I meet 
you after work?” I asked, giving her 
hand a little squeeze. 

I picked her up at two o'clock in 
the morning. We went to a small 
all-night restaurant for breakfast. 
After we were sitting down, she said, 
“Why me, Benjy?” 

I had been forcing a smile | 
didn’t really feel. It died right 
there on my face. “Huh? What you 
talking... 2" 

She reached out and patted my 
hand. “Look, honey, this is Rose- 
mary. You remember me. We go 
back to the days when you could 


have been champ. I know about 
your wife’s death, and I know how 
bad you feel. So why are you com- 
ing on to me as if we'd just met and 
you were eighteen-again and we both 
had the hots?” 

“I need you,” I answered. 
“You're the only one in the world 
I can turn to.” 

That answer seemed to satisfy her 
for the moment. Her eyes got a lit- 
tle misty and she gave my hand a 
hard squeeze. “Let's finish our eggs 
and go to my place. Okay?” she 
said. 

We got to her place a half hour 
later. She fixed me a drink, bour- 
bon and water. After four or five of 
those babies, | felt like a new man. 

By the time I was on my fourth 
one, Rosemary and I had filled 
each other in on what had gone 
down since we'd last met. She knew 
about Baby. I knew she was telling 
the truth when she said she was 
gut-sorry it had to end the way it 
did. 

As for her, she'd just shed her 
third husband. No kids. That didn't 
stop her from digging sex. She was 
on her fourth drink, too. It was be- 
coming clear to both of us what was 
coming up next. 

“Hey, you know what?” she said, 
suddenly reaching over to start pat- 
ting and rubbing my thigh. “I’m 
really very curious about you. In 
all this time, I never heard of you 
getting it on with another woman. It 
must have been good between you 
two.” 

“It was,” I answered, forcing my- 
self to stop thinking about what 
used to Бе, 

“] used to watch you fight,” she 
continued. “I sure dug your body.” 

“Let's go!” I said, getting to my 
feet. “I think maybe we could both 
help each other better if we went 
into the bedroom.” 

“I... Fd like that," she an- 
swered. “But, I can't. You see, I’m 
right in the middle of the month. I 
could get pregnant if I wasn't care- 
ful." 

I pulled her to her feet. "There's 
ways," I said, scooping her into my 
arms. 


Mesa her into the bedroom 
and placed her on top of her bed. 
Then, still fully clothed, 1 lay 
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down beside her and started to put 
my mouth to hers. She stopped me 
by placing her hand between our 
lips. "I want to make you happy, 
Benjy,” she said, her big brown eyes 
getting all misty again. “But you 
don’t have to kiss me. Not right 
now. Not if you don’t want to.” 

That’s what I call a class broad. 
She knew that Baby was still deep 
and hot in my guts. She knew it 
would be a long time before Га 
really want to get into a kissing 
thing with another chick. And yet, 
there she was, going along with 
whatever I had in mind, and telling 
me still that I didn’t have to kiss 
her. Class. A real class broad! 

I unbuttoned her blouse and 
started rubbing my hands over her 
big soft tits. I could feel her nip- 
ples grow hard against the palm of 
my hand. Hungrily, I pulled the 
blouse off and unhooked her bras- 
siere, then buried my hot face be- 
tween her massive black globes. 

As I suckled her nipple, moving 
it back and forth with the tip of my 
tongue, I slid my hand down over 
her crotch. She let out a little 
groan and arched up off the mattress. 
Knowing that was her weak spot, I 
moved my hand down beneath the 
waistband of her skirt. My fingers 
touched her soft pubic hairs. I could 
feel her instinctively open her 
legs... 

She broke the momentary silence 
that fell between us for a little 
while after that. “Well,” she said, 
kissing my shoulder, “ай least I 
won't get pregnant.” 

"There'll be other times,” I an- 
swered. 

Instantly, she hugged herself 
against me. “Hey, Benjy, don't get it 
wrong. I wasn’t complaining.” 

I wiped myself off and got to my 
feet. “Will I see you again?” I 
asked. 

She nodded, “Anytime you want 
to, Benjy. Just let me know.” 

I tried to keep it calm. There was 
a question I had to ask her, a ques- 
tion that had been seething around 
in my brain ever since Г4 come 
home and found Baby sitting dead 
on the toilet. But I wanted to keep 
it light. I didn’t want to frighten 
Rosemary. “I need a name,” I said, 
looking down at her. 

“A name?” she asked, looking 
up. 


I nodded. “You know every 


doper in this town, Rosemary. I 
know that. All I want you to give 
me is the name of the guy who was 
supplying Baby.” 

A tiny frown creased her fore- 
head. “What makes you think Га 
know a thing like that, Benjy?” 

I looked up at the ceiling. “Aw, 
for Chrissake, Rosey! You think I 
don’t know what's happening? Your 
ex-old man was one of the state’s 
biggest dealers up till a year ago, 
and you were right there with him 
all the time.” 

“1 wasn't in the habit of remem- 
bering names," she answered. 

“АП Pm asking for is one,” I 
said, my guts starting to tighten up. 
“Just one.” 

“18 that why you looked me up?” 
she started. “You were just looking 
to get me to put the finger on some- 
one so’s you could kill him. Is that 
it?” 

"That's why I looked you up,” I 
answered honestly, “But that isn’t 
why I came into this bedroom with 
you.” 

She jumped off the bed like a 
shot and came to me. Putting her 
arms around the small of my waist, 
she hugged herself tight against me. 
“I'd like to believe that, Benjy,” 
she whispered. “Honest to God, I 
would, Га give anything іп the 
world to have a man like you.” 

“Gimme a name,” 1 whispered 
back, “and when it’s over, ГИ come 
to you.” 

She was starting to cry. Her eyes 
were all wet and big tears had 
started rolling down the sides of 
her oval face as she looked up at 
me. “Honest, Benjy? Are you tell- 
ing me like it is?” 

“Tm telling you like it is,” I an- 
swered. 

“You might want to talk to a guy 
named Clarkson,” she said, her 
voice very low now. “1 don't know 
that he's the one who supplied your 
wife, but he's the biggest dealer in 
this part of the world. At least, 
that's what I hear.” 


I thanked Rosemary and prom- 
ised her I'd come back and see her 
as soon as I could. Then I went 
back to my house and started making 
telephone calls. It was not quite 
five o'clock in the morning. Most of 
my friends were a little upset at me 
waking them up that hour of the day, 


but I had а name and I needed an 
address to go with it. I wanted it be- 
fore the sun came up. 

Vince Bellacotti, one of my 
trainers back in the days when I was 
fighting, was the one who gave me 
what I needed. “Yeah, I know him,” 
he said, his voice raspy with half- 
sleep. “Не lives in one of them 
penthouses over on Sunset Drive. 
The Windjammer, I think it's 
called.” 

“Thanks, Vince,” I said. 

“Hey!” he hollered, catching me 
just as I started to hang up. “Be 
careful. That clown keeps a body- 
guard with him all the time, and 
from what I hear, he’s extra good 
with a knife!” 

“Thanks again,” I said, cradling 
the phone. 

I got back in my car and drove 
cross town to the plush high-rise 
Vince had told me about. A funny 
feeling had come over me, and for a 
little while I didn’t know what it 
was. I wasn’t angry anymore. It was 
like I was wearing an ice-cold sheet 
over my brain. My juices were bub- 
bling hot. My nerves were right 
there on edge, and yet I wasn’t ex- 
cited. I realized what had happened 
to me just before I braked to a stop 
in front of the Windjammer Arms 
apartment building: It was like I 
was in the ring again. I was a tiger 
all over again! 


A steepy-eyed punk opened 
the door on my third ring. He had 
one hand in his bathrobe. I knew it 
held a gun or a knife. “Yeah?” һе 
said, frowning. “What the hell’s so 
important you got to wake Mr. 
Clarkson up this time of morning?” 

I didn’t know what I could say 
that would make him open the door 
any further. So I just lifted my foot 
and kicked hard against it. The door 
flew black into the punk’s face. He 
hit the carpet on his ass, muttering a 
string of obscenities at me. By the 
time I was through the doorway, he 
was in a crouch with a six inch long 
switchblade in his hand. “I’m gonna 
slice you a brand new smile,” he 
growled, springing to his feet. 

We circled slowly for a few sec- 
onds. Then he made his move. 
Feinting with the knife, he caused 
me to jump backward. As I did this, 
he came forward quickly and tried 
to drive his foot into my groin. I 


managed to catch the heel against 
my thigh, causing it to do no more 
damage than give me а bruise Га 
carry for a few days. 

By then І had his number. He was 
fast, but not fast enough. I kept cir- 
cling. My hands were held high and 
open. l waited for him to feint again, 
and when һе did, 1 threw a straight 
left jab right at his nose. It caught 
him flush. He'd expected me to 
back up and had walked right into 
it. It exploded all over his face. 
Blood streamed down like а red 
torrent. 

I was cooking now. It was my 
turn to feint. I let my right shoul- 
der drop, as if I was going to throw а 
right cross. The dummy moved to 
my left as Га known he would. 
What he didn't know was that I 
already had a left hook coming his 
way! 

The punch caught him at the side 
of his jaw. I could hear the jawbone 
break. His eyes got all glassy and 
he started to sag. Using a right up- 
percut, I straightened him up 
pronto. Then I hooked him again, 
following that with a straight right 
like the one I'd used to knock out 
LeRoy Jamison. The punk’s teeth 
shattered like broken glass. He hit 
the carpet so hard his head bounced 
up twice before settling down. He 
was out like a light, but he was 
still holding onto that switchblade. 


L had all happened in a matter 
of a few seconds. 1 saw а bald head 
pop out of a bedroom door, take a 
quick peek at what was happening, 
then pop right back out of sight. 
Knowing that had to be Clarkson 
and that he was probably headed for 
а gun, I leaped over the punk's 
body and ran toward the bedroom. 

I entered to find the guy bending 
over a nightstand beside the bed. He 
was turning toward me as I leaped 
at him. The goddamned fool had an 
automatic. He hadn't had time to 
crank а shell into the chamber. It 
was useless to him, as useless as 
anything else he might have tried at 
that point in his lousy life! 

He had moist, red lips, а bald 
head and small piggish eyes. The 
mouth and eyes were both wide 
open with terror as I gave him а 
right hook to his soft belly. He let 
ош а whoosh and dropped to his 
knees. I smacked him with two 


chopping left hooks, closing one of 
those pig eyes and splitting both of 
his lips, but he wasn't knocked out. 
I didn't want that. I still wanted to 
talk to him. 

Kneeling, I gripped him by the 
throat. "Which one of your people 
was supplying a woman named 
April Ferris?” 1 asked. 

He spit out some blood. “What's 
it to you, big man?” 

I reached down and grabbed him 
by the gonads, then squeezed very 
hard. “ГИ only ask you once 
more,” I said, my voice very low. 
“Then ГИ tear these little jewels 
right out of your sack! Who was it?” 

He nodded toward the living 
room. “Sidney. He’s the one. He 
was just trying to make a little extra 
side money. That's all.” 

*Did he know he gave her an ov- 
erdose?” 

Clarkson nodded. "Yeah, but 
what the hell? It wasn't his fault. 
He told her the shit was pure. She 
just tried to shoot too much of it at 
one time!” 

I shook my head back and forth. 
The sleazy bastard in front of me 
was dismissing my wife's death as if 
it hadn't been a thing. Baby had 
been just another junkie. All of the 
goodness that was her didn't amount 
to anything. All of the sweetness. 
The things she meant to me. Noth- 
ing. She was just the price of a fix to 
this сгеер. Nothing more. 

“Му name’s Ferris,” I said very 


slowly. "That 
wife.” 

And then I put him to sleep with 
a left hook he had no way of avoid- 
ing. 

It took me а few minutes to find 
what I was looking for. I knew it 
would be somewhere in that apart- 
ment, so I just kept nosing around 
till I found it ... the small poly- 
ethylene bag with a dozen or so 
packets of white powder. There was 
a hypodermic syringe in the bag, too. 
I guess Sidney used that to introduce 
others to his particular brand of 
good times. 

I used а sauce рап in the kitchen 
to melt all of the white powder. 
When the heroin had liquified, I 
sucked it up through the needle 
until the syringe had all it could 
hold. Then I walked back into the 
living room. 

The punk was still unconscious 
when I let him have the needle in 
his vein. I pushed down on the 
plunger until the syringe was half 
empty. Then I pulled it out of his 
arm and headed toward the bed- 
room. Clarkson was flat on his 
back. I jammed the needle into his 
arm and let him have what was left. 
Neither one of them would ever 
wake up! 

When I walked back out to my 
car, I felt empty. I turned on the ig- 
nition and headed for home, but it 
wasn't home. It never will be now 
that Baby isn't there anymore! @@@ 


woman was my 


“Move along, lady. Other 
people are waiting to get а look.” 
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DARK IN 
ШІНШІ 


ASHLEY JORDAN HAILS FR0M THE LAND ОҒ SUGAR САМЕ, HUMID DAYS AND 
THE CALYPSO BEAT: TRINIDAD. IN HER PRECISE AND “PROPER” VOICE, SHE 
MAKES THIS ONE COMPLAINT: “AMERICAN MEN AREN'T EARTHY ENOUGH!” 


BUT WHAT DOES THIS BUXOM MISS MEAN BY 
“EARTHY?” WE ASKED. "IT'S JUST THAT MEN HERE 
ARE 50 FORMAL,” SAYS ASHLEY. "IN MY NATIVE 
LAND, MEN AND WOMEN OPENLY EXPRESS THEIR NEEDS.” 
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"THE MALE IN TRINIDAD IS MUCH LIKE A 
MALE CAT," SAYS ASHLEY. "WHEN HE WANTS A 
WOMAN, HE LETS HER KNOW AND MANAGES TO 

„ TOUCH HER. I AM LONELY NOW. I MISS THIS 

፣ KIND OF TREATMENT. IF AMERICAN MEN 

WOULD APPROACH ME HONESTLY AND DIRECTLY, 
1 COULD MAKE THEM VERY, VERY HAPPY!" 


